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PRESIDENT’S REPORT  

 

 

Summer has arrived and the long winter seems to be receding. The snow 
is melting on Ruapehu into the Tongariro River. Scholars are sitting exams 
and the holidays are upon us so, what will we do and where will we go? 
We have come through a challenging period that has affected every fami-
ly. I think the next milestone is the vaccine. Meanwhile, stay safe, sign in 
where you go, keep away from crowds (do your Christmas shopping early) 
and sanitise. 

We have a wonderful club that has been built up over many years by 
many anglers, so keep coming on Fridays. At the club we also socialise 
with friends. You need not have fished the week, just come along, relax 
and enjoy the company. You can pick up a huge amount of fishing infor-
mation during conversations, so keep the questions coming. Also, make 
use of the library because it has amazing DVDs, books and magazines to 
borrow. 

It is a great privilege to have our 13 lakes and many streams. Although 
some anglers have found the spring fishing a challenge, let’s hope it will 
steadily improve. I am starting to experiment more with spinners from my 
Black Bass fishing days. The Committee will be arranging activities over 
the next year, but you need not rely on these. Just go out and fish, wheth-
er on your own or with one or two others.  

Happy Christmas and a prosperous New Year. 

Pete Otto 

 

 



To enter the official monthly and the end of the year prize giving compe-

tition you must fill in the official form and return to the club (behind the 

bar in yellow envelope) . We trust that anglers are honest, but a photo 

helps verify. The following is where you can register your catch: 

Hamills    1271 Fenton Street 07 348 3147 

Trophy Coordinator  Ian Ferguson   021 059 9347 

Terry Wood    07 245 587 / 027 748 8639 

Roy Coulson    07 378 7930 

Or use your own registered scale 

The Club Room has a set of scales for us to use 

Chris  Taylor 



Fish of the month 

 

Chris Taylor - hen brown trout, caught 

by fly fishing on Lake Rotorua, 3.22kg, 

condition factor 54. 

 

 

The winner of the Fish of the Month Award will receive 

a $10 voucher redeemable from Hamills Rotorua 

1271 Fenton St, Rotorua 

07 348 3147 



Over time we became more adventurous and ventured further and further 

down the Pokaiwhenua Stream toward the stream’s conjunction with the 

Waikato River. Along the Pokaiwhenua there was white water and pools 

ahead of us. Here and there along the banks were gnarled, lichen-covered 

apple trees with red, hard apples. When we turned over stones our inquisi-

tiveness was rewarded with insects and tasty koura, so along with the ap-

ples, we had something to eat. We saw fish coming to the surface to feed 

on something but we knew not what. However, when we opened a fish, all 

was revealed. There were lots of things there. Some were insects that 

looked like what we had seen under the stones. Some were still alive, so 

we placed them in a pool of water and watched while they wiggled about. 

We fed some down into a pool, where they sank and we saw nothing fur-

ther. When we tossed in a cricket, we got an immediate explosion of wa-

ter. The rest of the afternoon was spent searching, capturing and floating 

insects down into a pool below. In later years this always became a fool-

proof method of encouraging trout to the surface to feed, where we then 

caught them. 

In later years we moved from Tokoroa to Minginui and so the Whirinaki 

River became the place to explore. This larger river was to become a spe-

cial river. Again, I saw fish on the surface feeding and there was no way a 

live insect would stay impaled on a hook for long. However, money was 

needed to purchase a dry fly. My eldest brother, who now worked in the 

local sawmill, on a rare trip to town, bought some winged dry flies from 

Frank Lord’s sports shop and gave me two of them. Till then I had only 

fished with a sunken insect, a nymph. Now I had floating ones, dry flies. 

In summer when the sun was always still high in the sky, we village kids  

Once upon a time Part 2. The dry fly.   

By Joe Fleet 



went to the river to swim in the local swimming hole. As the sun dipped 

below the bush horizon in the western sky and the shadows lengthened, 

the may flies came from nowhere. They appeared to materialize through 

the water’s surface and floated down near the far bank. Then, to our 

delight, the first fish broke the surface. At first, there were only smaller 

ones making a big splash, hurtling themselves out of the water. As the 

light faded even more, larger fish made a presence by poking their heads 

through the water’s surface and with a “clop” sound, mayflies disap-

peared into their open mouths, and within an instant, just the spreading 

rings indicated something had been there. Wow! That was really some-

thing to see! I just had to catch one of those but that was harder than I 

had envisaged. Just putting my dry imitation up above the fish was a lot 

more difficult than I thought. My casting was terrible because I was liter-

ally throwing a fly at every fish.  The flies splashed down on the surface 

which frightened them away. I lost count of the times I hooked a bush 

on the opposite bank, and with only having two dries, I had to cross to 

that side to retrieve my fly each time. I realized that instead of just 

sitting by the pool with a live insect on the hook, I was going to fish at 

night using a different technique. I practiced casting to the far bank be-

fore the rise began until I was able to measure out the distance by feel-

ing through the rod and sometimes with my eyes closed. I worked out 

how much line was in the air, but sometimes I still crossed over to re-

trieve my mistakes. 

Over time, my casting improved but I still never hooked a fish. I always 

seemed to frighten them, but I also discovered that by waiting patiently, 

the rise would begin again. The night I got it right, I did what I learnt in 

later years was a roll cast. The fly landed a short distance above a fish. 

This meant I had to get close in because this was the only way I could 

present a dry fly without frightening a fish. Being up close, I witnessed 

their habits and actions and the way they reacted to any surface disturb-

ance. 



For example, I would still scare a fish because of an unnecessary move-

ment I made, and so they disappeared. I also learnt to control my actions 

when I got a touch, which is when the fish takes the hook. I would strike 

early, just prick the fish, the hook would not stick in the fish’s mouth and it 

would be gone. I was told that was buck fever. I later discovered not to 

strike, but rather tighten the line to set the hook. That whole summer 

school holiday I fished a spoon fly during the day and caught little trout in 

the rough water. In the evenings I’d try to catch a big one on a dry, but the 

small ones wrecked the fly so I would have to dry the fly to get it to float 

again by rubbing it in my hair, patting it in a fold in my shirt or blowing on 

it. Going home was the last thing on my mind. Chores at home were not 

thought about much. 

 

 

 

 



 

In ealier years, our club decided to include these words in its mission state-

ment: to respect and protect the environment. As the date 1995 suggests, 

planting trees has been carried out over many years along the Kauaka 

Stream on the Taupo Road south of Rotorua. This stream flows into Lake 

Rotorua.  

This developing forest along the Kauaka Stream is now well established. 

Many of our older members have their own trees to look after. Recent re-

search has confirmed that the improvement in water quality has been pro-

found. One of the signs is that there are now a variety of aquatic insects 

under every stone. In addition, a small population of rainbow trout exists 

which can be seen on a summer evening rising to mayflies.  

As many of our present membership have not planted a tree nor visited 

this place and would like to, please contact me by email, text or talk with 

me at the club rooms on a Friday night so that we can arrange a club visit. 

Regards 

Your Patron 

Joe Fleet 

Phone: 07 347 8861 

Email: thefleets47@gmail.com 

The Kauaka Stream 1995 project 



The two men who are holding their trout  on our front page are Harvey 

Clark and Owen Poad. Both fish were caught in the Whirinaki River, a 10

-minute walk away from the camping site. Harvey caught a jack of about 

1kg and 35cm long on a Euro nymph at a depth of 1.5m. After the fish 

was hooked it went into a willow snag. He let the line go slack to take 

the pressure off the fish and waited. The fish then freed itself from the 

snag and he brought it to shore. That saved Harvey from wading into 

deeper water to capture the fish.  

Owen caught his estimated 1.5kg hen on a dry fly in about .75m deep 

water. The river was quite fast due to the recent rain and in the process 

of catching the fish, he slipped and only his beanie remained dry.  Lucki-

ly a few meters downstream he regained his balance and could stand 

up again in waist-deep water.  

Owen had another adventure on the last morning. Pete, Owen and Joe 

Whirinaki weekend 

29 November — 1 December 2020 



Jenny Taylor’s 2.05 kg, 50 cm long rainbow trout 

caught on Lake Tarawera on 13 November 2020. 

On the last morning Pete, Joe and Owen walked down from the camping 

site to the river. Owen saw a brown trout in the water and presented the 

dry fly a number of times, which the fish ignored. Owen changed his strat-

egy and presented it on the other side of the fish which then came up, 

opened its mouth and took the fly beautifully. When the fish arrived on 

shore the men saw that it was blind in one eye and hadn’t seen the fly at 

first. The fish was freed back into the river. 

At morning and afternoon tea times, we looked out at a hillside of forest 

with flowering kamahi, cabbage trees, tree fuchsias and tall podocarps. 

Some went fishing on arrival but with no success. There are numerous 

tracks which lead down to the Whirinaki River so there are plenty of plac-

es to safely enter the water. On Monday, Joe, Pete and I went on a short 

road trip down River Road to the car park. We took a walk through beau-

tiful native forest to the Te Whaiti nui a toi Canyon. The canyon is about 

500 m long and it is deep. Joe says canoeists have fun going down it.  

Rika Otto 

Pete casting on the Whirinaki River in the late afternoon 



 

Twizel, mid October 2020 
 
It was pretty much deserted because Covid 19 was making its presence felt 
even here in the sprawling vastness of central Otago. The roads along the 
canal which were normally lined with the motorhomes and SUVs of hope-
ful fisherman were all but empty. Perhaps it was a sign that the  
fishery wasn't under too much pressure, thus increasing our chance of  
success. This was my second visit to the Tekapo canal system and I was 
hoping to emulate the fishing adventure videos that I had so avidly 
watched on YouTube and other social media feeds of experienced canal 
fisherman and beginners alike, all landing trophy sized fish with an almost 
boring regularity. 
 
My two companions, Roger and Roger, had similar aspirations. Roger 1 
wanted to beat the 20lb mark, and Roger 2 was there to experience his 
first ever visit to the canal fishery. Roger 1, the most experienced of our 
trio, took on the role of team leader and established a routine to follow 
over the week that we spent in Twizel. A 5am start every morning would 
ensure that we were at the preferred spot, ready to cast our first offering 
just as daylight arrived. 
 
The first hour or two of each fishing day was notable for two reasons: it 
was cold and it was dark. It was very difficult to effectively fish a natural 
drift when we couldn’t actually see our lines. It was even more difficult if 
the water collecting in the rod rings froze solid. However, Roger's 
knowledge and experience paid off.  We had more success in that first hour 
or two at the change of light than at any other time and with a fish or two 
to the net, we didn't take much persuading to pack up our gear and head 
back to town for a leisurely breakfast at one of the local cafes. 
 
Replete, we would then return to the holiday house, rented for the week, 
and deal with the catch of the day. Gear would be checked over, new  
traces tied and then a little light reading or perhaps a nana nap before 
heading out again for a fish in the late afternoon. 

Roger That   



I would love to regale you with stories of multitudes of fish caught and re-
leased, but the reality was vastly different. Fishing was hard. Malcolm 
Bell, one of the most successful canal fisherman, states quite simply that 
flow is critical. Flow is controlled by the power company and is  
dependent on the demand for electricity and the reserve water level in the 
storage lakes. Malcolm maintains that for best results, the angler must be 
walking at a brisk pace whilst drifting his fly down the stretch of canal he is 
fishing. For the week that we were there, the flow was very slow. Instead of 
maintaining a brisk walking pace, we barely shuffled along. In simple terms, 
this meant that any fish lying in the feed lane had all the time in the world 
to inspect our offering as it slowly inched towards him.  
 
The other determining factor was the ability to put out a long and accurate 
cast. The goal was to land our fly no more than a metre from the salmon 
cages and then begin our measured drift. The rationale was that many more 
fish would be hovering under, or alongside the cages, waiting for the free 
feed provided by the excess pellets during the salmons’ feeding routine. 
Achieving this goal was easier said than done. Despite my best efforts, my 
cast would always land five or six metres short of the desired target. A criti-
cal factor to consider is that these fish are so well fed that they have no 
need or desire to chase down food five or six metres from their lie. 
 
On the subject of casting, a revelation to me, was when one of the local  
anglers allowed me to compare my rod to his; a rod which had been  
specifically designed for canal fishing. I bought a new rod. With no change 
to my technique, I was able to place the fly exactly where it was needed, 
thus proving that the extra expense in purchasing quality gear can pay  
dividends. 
 
Canal fishing is not for everyone, but if you do have the urge to experience 
this world class fishery, I would urge you to do your homework first. There 
are many excellent videos online that will give you a basic understanding of 
what is required. 
 
 
 



Plan your trip down to the last detail. It's a long way to go only to realise 
that you have left your reel behind and ideally, team up with some experi-
enced mates to help smooth the way. In just a few short days there is a lot 
to take in, but with forethought and planning, the fish of a lifetime could 
be yours. 
 
Gavin Corbett 
 

Roger Bowden 1 with 

another Canal beauty 

The stunning scenery that surrounds an amazing 

fishing destination 



Supplied by Neal Hawes 

Ever since I was a child, I’ve always had a fear of someone under my bed at 

night. So I went to a psychiatrist and told him, “I’ve got problems. Every 

time I go to bed I think there’s somebody under it. I think I’m going crazy.” 

“Just put yourself in my hands for one year,” said the psychiatrist. “Come 

talk to me three times a week and we should be able to get rid of those 

fears”  

“How much do you charge?” I said. “$200 per visit,” replied the expert.  

“ I’ll sleep on it,” I said.  

Six months later, he met me on the street. “Why didn’t you ever come to 

see me about those fears you were having?” he asked.  

“Well, $200 a visit three times per week for a year is an awful lot of money! 

A bartender cured me for $20. I was happy to have saved all that money so  

I went and bought myself a new car!” 

“Is that so?” he said with a bit of an attitude. “And how, may I ask, did the 

bartender cure you?”  

“He told me to cut the legs off the bed! Ain’t nobody under there now!”  

FORGET THOSE LEARNED DOCTORS! 

A joke for you 



Jenny Taylor’s rainbow trout caught on Lake Tarawera on a jigging 
line on 13 November 2020. Well done, keep it up! 

Weight: 2.05kg.  

Length: 54cm 


